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The world's no neuter ! it will wound, or save ; 
Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Yon say, the world well known will make a man ; 
The world, well known, will give our hearts to Heaven, 
Or make us demons, long before we die. 

Young. 
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Tab following lines were written in thMe 

faoun that, more or less, occur in erery one*s 
career ; when we sit down unconscious of all 

around, and the soul seems at once swollen 
with the eventful past, the gliding present, 
and, immense but mysterioust futurity,— ^when^ 

in its lone chambers, the heart reviews its 
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TUl. PIIEFACB. 



loves, its hopes, its fears. Or else, forgetfinl 
of its petty interests and the noise of this 
busy world, it soars into pride at the consci- 
ousness of its own knniortality. ^ At last, I 
sought to express those dreaming, wander- 
ing thoughts, that haunt our sleepless pillow, 
whmx the restless waves of society are sunk 
into rest, and the mighty sea of humanity is 
still Mid quiet as a dormant lake ; the winds of 
time and death, alone gliding in silence from 
pole to pole. I am fully aware that diffusedness 
and want of plan^ may be a reproach added 
to the many, that I fear the essay of so youth* 



PEBPACS. UU 



fnV Mk authoress as myself^ may be likety ttt 
deserve ; but I never intended any other thto 
to represent the workings of the mind in it9 
moments 6f reverie^ at that period in Ufe 
in which it awakens from the extacy of its: 
first dreams. Used as I have been^ to ex- 
press my ideas and feelings in a foreign 1^- 
guage, I must beg indulgence for those 
thoughts which are not elad so well air my" 
desire would they were; for words tire the 
vestments of our imaginations^ and the french 
saying ** on vous juge sur la miiCf' may, very 
often be applied to the sounds in ^hieh we 



dolke tlie airy vkiom of 



«f 



tM, like a beMtifid a^ tartefid fw- 



flUe; and aftea, iHien I am w iilii^ ia nijr 
saliva tangee, I am sMiy to avow, I fiad the 
ro w h ip be of ny nund sadly defieieat in de- 
gi£k fWMng. However, as ia tiaie I liope 
H win eoatida a better store, aad that after 
an, **rUbil mfiM ptu rhommes I will hope 
that tiie reader ia m^mIw**— nay find some 
ef die firileiriBg thoo^ts promidi^ ommii^ 
t» iavite him to bdieve, that, ea a fotare day. 
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some of their brotherhood may be worthy 



ci an hour's converse in his soul's sanctu- 



ary- 
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PART I. 



Still, still I think : but now, thought is no more 

A fevVish Bgony as in the past ; 

Yet 'tis not calm, nor peace, that's in my breast : 

'Tis a quiet. — ^The storm of passion 's o*er, 

And my slight skiff, would forward little 

If thy sail, O life ! were not ever swollen 

By time's keen breeze. Well, on I slowly go ; 

But naught of joy, nor care, doth aid my bark t 
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4 Hours of Reverie. 

The winds are hushM that tossed it to and fro, 
Existence ! on thine ever restless waves ; 
Those fears are stilVd the tempest could arise. 
Those joys are tomb'd that smiling skies bid lire. 
Well, be it so. — Perchance, thus it should be ! — 
In thought I've widely err'd, though ne'er in deed. 
And many a perturVd dream IVe hidden 'neath 
A placid brow. To think, to ever think ! 
To let wild fancy roam with loosen'd rein, 
O ! 'tis akin to madness ! and destroys 

The bosom's rest ; for, to the mind's disease 
Do not succeed convalescence and health. 
To one degree of feeling and of thought 
The mind's elasticity can extend ; 
Beyond that stretch, but dare to more expand. 
Twill lose the power to recoil, and stay 
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Motionless ! dead ! — or, by one effort moro^ 

Be rent asunder. This, I deem, is not 

A didly thing ; for, men do, and should, liye 

In action, not in dreams. But solitude, 

O solitude ! can fan the ardent fire of thought 

To an incendious blaze ! — ^The hours. 

That pass unheeded by the reckless throngs 

Do waft their pinions by the lonely broir. 

And kindle there a multitude of things 

Unutterable !— In loneliness I've dwelt, 

May be, too much ; — my bosom has recoilM 

On its own self, and gnaw'd its own delights 

For want of other food. I've felt, O felt ! 

Remembrance of the past 's a mazy wild : 

Twas more, much more, perchance, than ouglit 

to 've dwelt 
Within a maiden's breast ; it was a rush 



6 Hours of Reverie. 

Of daring thought, that overflowed my mind, 
A something in mine inward self, too restless. 
Too powerful. None hut myself, may think 
It aptly term'd as such ; except they weighed 
In balance with a woman's strength, and, true, 
One plume 'gainst that may have the pow'r to sway 
The balance down. That changeth naught: the ant 
Laden with one grain of sand, toils equal 
To the camel that bears his heavy load. 
With patient limb, o'er Sahara's wide waste. 
From our own pow'rs we measure all arou^ 
Th' extent of thought we limit to the flight 

Of our own minds. Well, I have felt as much 
As could be felt, beneath a girlish brow ; 
And to the inward storm a calm succeeds^ 
A calm, more wretched than the bitterest wee. 



Hours of Reverie. J 

I could not feel again aa I kave feitt 

Nor could I think as f Imve tiioaglit ; — ^Uie lute^ 

The inward bosom's lute of mriody^ 

Can sound no more : though, as Eolian harp, 

It wMild onee thrill with Zephyr's slightest sigh : 

A cold blast blew, it rent the tenderest cords. 

And every flower that grew in fancy's haunts, 

Droop'd and decay'd ; all through the northern foe. 



Experience ! are thy lessons those ? O ! say. 

Art thoi^ the blighter of all human joys^ 

The mmrdmrer of our dreams of bliss ? — ^Away ! 

But f^r^ugfa the fantastic, nebulous veil. 

That floats between th' azure of Heaven's arch 



And Britidn's verdant hills, I see thy smile 
Contranptuous, Among th' Olympic tribe 



8 Hours of Reverie. 

Thjr silver tresses flaw ; Minerva's gaze / 

Is fiiced upon thy deeply farrowed eheek^ 
And all thy votaries are bent around 
Aged and hoary as their Deity. 
T^me leads all mortals to thy shrine, but youth 
Receives a frown if daring to appear 
An initiated in thy mysteries. No, 
But little am I taught ; if years alone 
Can interpret thy will, I know thee not. 
Well, it may be : many a future woe. 
Perchance thou 'st writ in Destiny^s great book. 
And, when that page is tum'd and read by Time 
From th' immense Lexicon, then, I shall know 

All thou canst tell. 



Hours of Reverie. 9 

But why thus play wit\k thoughts ? 
^Hs vanity l-^aud so is all below. 
The wi«4cun of experience is not wrought 
Upon my brow, — ^but its decrepitude 
Has stolen into my heart !— — enough of this. 



The blue waves curl, and ripple on the shore. 
The winds are hush'd and slumber in their cave< 
Still as my breast. 'Tis twilight's loved hour. 
The hour of reverie and solemn thought. 
The hour whQU chaunted prayer, in mystic flights 
Seems best to soar above ; 'tis mystery 
And all night's eloquence a stealing forth. 
If I could be the happy thing I was> 
If fancy wreath 'd around my careless brow. 
Her flpwery crown of visionary bliss ; 
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10 Hours of Reverie. 

'Twould be to me the hour of gentle musing, 
The hour when earth and heaven's hopes, 
Would blend within my soul's retreat, and joiti 
In mute embrace, in harmony divine. 
The heart's spiritual voluptuousness. 



Still, it 's the dreamitig season of my soul, 

Her hour of sombre flight to other realms 

Than this our turning sphere. On dusky wing 

She seeks the haunts of peace — the soft, the sweet, 

The beautiful ! — but, though she rise so far 

In th' extent of immensity to see 

This globe a speck among a numerous host 

Of fairer orbs ; still, as Prometheus chained 

I nto the rock, she 's bound unto this globe, 

By links that pain and time 'tis true may wear. 
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But naught but death can sever. Bound ! fettered ! 
And^ th* ever ravenous vulture though t^ O thought ! 
Gnawuig away. 
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PART II. 



The dawn of day is beautiful. IVe slept : 
And though the coming hours, will pass away 
In solitude and wandering thought the same, 
Yet the pure breath of mom, seems as a breeze 
That cools my feverish brow. Another day ! 
To some a joy, to thousands misery ! 
Many with its new light are bom below, 
And many with the flying shades of night 



16 Hours €f Reverie. 

Have also flown : their pilgrimage is o*er, 

Peace be their lot. How many days have been^ 

That dawned thus lovely from the glowing east. 

Ended in storms ! bow many human hopes, > 

As promisingly fieur, ended the same ! 

Such is the course of life's e'er running stream. 

So, let us on ! — it flows towards the sea, 

The wide, wide sea of death. — ^Tis vanity 

To wail the selfish woes of one lone heart. 

When nations fall, and kingdoms crush to nought. 

As ant-hills iii Destiny's path ! no more ! 

Yet how oft have I prayed, and deemed the one. 

The ever great, the -eveir bounteous one. 

Had heard my prayer ; how oft, with fervent clasp 

I've raised td Heaven my supplicating hands. 

And felt my bosom's grief wax into peace. 



Ifours of Reverie. 17^ 

Am if iii^ ^ovX had flewn and nestled in 

Her Sayi6iir*8 breast. What, if. unheeded taM 

Myriads at once? — ^What^ if their numerous cries^. 

WlUithe Great HuUUg P.ower^ could naught ayftU ? 

What is to him ah orphan's bosom's woe ? 

What careth he for aught that I can feel ? 

No, no ; such thoughts as these are near akin 

To dark despair ; such generalities 

Desftroy aU hope wtthin the human breast^ 

And would arise, beUev'd and dwelt upon, 

Contempt pf our ownselves within our hearts. 



My mind is we9ry> and^from thence it errs : 
I will not thiiik* — Twould be the same to say. 
The brook ishnU cease to flow^ or the green wave 
Shall ebb no morje ! and that would be more true. 



18 Hours of Reverie* 

For wond'rous things on matter time has wrought. 
But thought) immortal thought^ outlives the stars I 
And the soul, when worlds are in ohlivion ^ 

Will not have ceased to be. Then, what is death? 
Tis more than daring to demand, but yet,. 
Who has not queried of his inward self? 
But deeper question far, O what is life ? 
How came a spark of pure divinity- 
Rob *d in the corrupt clay? How came the siml^ 
Exil'd from her native skies, a captive here ? 
'Tis vain to ask. But death is the return, 
The homeward flight of spirit to its skies, 
The day of joy and liberty. And yet, 
Although this is the true Christianas belief, 
In christian climes the day of death is feared. 
And termed by all the terrible* If slaves 



HwiT9 of Reverie^ 19 

That 1ftngiiiA*ifnni<TT pidnful bondage said, 
How fearful to be free !<^Hoir terrible. 
The day of ransom «nd of liberty ! 
Twould sound like madmen's talk. And what, 
What are we all but mad ? Have I not read 
And conversed with the wise ? And what were they? 
But mader than the rest. Wisdom, folly. 
And madness in thp rei^r ! How many words 
Sounding as if some import they contained 
When vanity alone^ contains a truth. 
Vanity ! wh^*e is the man who knows her not ? 
Where is the heart untidnted by her smiles ? 
The soul top proudy before her sbrine to bend ? 
^Tls more t|iap yidn to ask. And, what am I ? 
( How selfish are we all ! ) because the world. 
Was not that beaming sphere that I had deem'd 
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Because fny dreafn» are fled, my" braid is got 

To be the thing it is : thdre 's the qaick throbs 

The pulse of life ;* but^ the^ feAiiess, joyless, 

And reckless quietude of death. But^ dtay 

Thought, thought thy felcon wings^ areiiot s6 iStiet 

As wer6 the hopes in babyhood I "fed : 

They flew above, thou would'st, but i^an'st iidt sbar, 

Thou 'rt doged with mud, with wortd-Ifke feelings 
blind. 

( Tis wretchedness, and more than" Wretchedness, 

To view th' extent of our own bosom V folly ! ) 



If I could pray, I would: *tiSflWeet to'pfay ! 
To hope !— Ah ! I've tfften ^ray^d,"tfhd once 
My bosom was not wont to touse, as now^ 
In sullenness and dark despair. ^ 1 lived, 
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I hoped) I loved ; and tlnnight 'that krre coiddfoe 
Some€hiog like hhBU. A ^lowny cloud, perelnmcev 
Would cross my brow : trbat blew it^ I knew not. 
But, from the dawn <»f life; ^t wonld dtiflr it^If 
Athwart my mind^ and veil aWhUe my soul 
With sadness. But tbafr was tnmsient-^music. 
Or a beaming^ smile, eould e^er xlispel 
This passing -hour of thought. I loved'— -—'twas 

not 
As many love— perchaitee,' it was not love : 
'Twas but a dream, a^ something,- to ^entptoy 
My ardent mind. The^arid©s of ^my^ brain, 

Hovered as mystic cfaeiubs round his head ; 

And decked his brow with' mstnly' thought, abd alb 

That sits most graceful on a manly brow. 

^was within my bodbm's oratory. 
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At llmi^ #r tiMt, with MlfiMMA cnli HSr lip 
ne ftUet of mMiM wfcoi tM qoafied. 

Cm M^er agais be filed; 
99m&tdi wfccB ite tatogdcatii^ 
IMsdei BO nofe ; and flie feir ti—M q ii joy^ 
Tbat in ftitarity were stored, e*ar bom. 
Are bl%iited« Moa is siiehf so enamaarM 
Of bis own Imowledge of his own portraits^ 
ThBtf wlien eonvietiim of tbeir diw4nnblaiice» 
At last on him is forced, we either turn 
With liatred from the truth, or from oursdves 
With seom, at mur own blindness. — But, I think» 
And timers fleet wings do tarrjr not. 



Hours of Reverie. S^ 
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The ran. 
With radiant beams, has risen o'er yon sea ; 
And on its breast he views his glorious disk. 
As in a mirror shine : the waves arise 



And fiedl, as if they bowed in homage to the God 
Whose bright rays dance upon their humid brow. 

In playful phantasies. Ebb thus for e*er, 

And e'er as beautiful may earth roll round, 
And find thee glowing orb : for on the waves. 
And on thy breast of fire, a tale is writ 

In heaven's tongue ! the great ! the universal ! 

The eloquent ! embodied thoughts of Grod ! 

An hour has passed, since, from the east I marlced 

The sable veil of night wafting away : 

An hour ! on the still dial 't has traced its course. 

By shade ; and in th' ingenious mechanism 
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T has ticked away : — reflection's hour has traced 
Its shade athwart my breast, and one hour more 
My heart has throbed aod ticked towards the graye ! 
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PART III. 



Again in loneliness^ and yet^ some joy 

I've felt to-day : the heavens were not cloudless^ 
But the winds blew with all their eloqu^ce ; 
And, in their wild capricious mood, they drove 
The vapoury giants on : and som^ did seem 
Like vessels floating through the air, and some 
Like chariots by winged coursiers drawn ; others 
Formed oblunms in the blue ci^panse ; their hues 
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99 Hours of Rewrie^ 

So beautiful ! so magnificent, grand, 

Xheir shape, they seemed the porticos to heaven. 

My%andering steps did lead me near the shore 

I thou^||jt,rr-I ga9^d|»and^ fMi I looked find looked 

On the wide sea, and more extensive skies, 

A glow of heaven stole softly in my breast ; 

Twas love, and more than love, for one above. 
And eagerly, I climbed on the steep brow 

Of yon lone rock, as if from thence my prayer, 
Could easier wing its self to Ood. I prayed 
Twas not distinctly utier-d prayer, Jbut all 
The sorrows oiT my mind, did pour themselves 

With love and truist into my Saviour's bre^ist. 
The cold rock seemed a bosom Mend, the wind» 
And all the ebbing waves did seem to join, 
Atfdl mnd with me thieiir sighs to the GrmA Power. 
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Such mMM&ts tan divine $ they- pay for jmn 

Of etipd t but, like the Jejrs that hwe are give^ ^ 

They 're traasieiit HenUf the stars of w^etBOf^sfB 

■ » ..' • ■ 

eeenes 

In life's dark night. 



Oh heavens ! that I could brace 
My mind anew ! if I could replenish 
The lamp5 that softly shed. its brilliancy 
Within, my bosom's qell, the lamp of jdy ! 
The lamp of hope !— Thus I thought, while seated 
On the rock's projecting arm, thus I thought ; 
Andy from my soul's recesses rose, a voice 
That said, such things could be, if I were not 
Unworthy of my native land. — It said, — 

The Cicero of my breSiSt it 8eemed,T-the lamp 
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^lit sjtione withio thy; miadi WAfi fed with tiil. 

That must eonsum^ ; each drop long has be^n goiiie^ 

And long,^ the fire for want of food, been quenched:' 

When joys bright beam is fed by worldly smiles^ 

And hope, the castle of her happiness 

Does build on affections below^ alas ! 

The one, by famine, soon will cease to be ; 

And, in their basis mined, hope's projects will. 

Soon form a pile of miiis. lis. a sad tra(& ; 

A truth by millions known ; and in thy heart 

T has: mared each moments thought^ and made 

thy mind 
A wild ferocious feeder on itself. Voraciouisr e'er^ 



Perchatice it was, and hungered for some food. 

To better quell its eagerness, than that 

The usual coarse of worldly things eould give; 
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And, a wUd ranger in chiniera*^ realms - 
It did be^eome : and nofir^ in the dark deptiu, 
Despondant thou dost err, where sits despair 
Attired in her garb of gloom : Oh ! dost know, 
The only star that tti4nkles in her den ; 
Dost know, from whence the onljr beam of hope 
That shines in that foul night does Ase ? Behold ! 
Her gleaming dajgger 's by her side ! Ah ! true, 
*Tis briiliant as a star, and shines like hope« 
And, did I say it ? Oh my soid ! awiJce ; 
Awake, and think of hom^ ! of heaven ! of ^6od ! 
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I thought upon it ; thought, uttdl ny brow ' ' 
Throbed^ iftiidc ; alid, burned as fire beneath my 

touch. ' 
Ah ! eonseienee is a-^-eat, a wonderlul 
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Philosopfaer. Consdence tells fluent tales* '- 

Sfae 'b like a sud that shines within the heart. 
And illumines the most hidden recess. 
She 'a shown me many a truth : I love my God, 
But enthusiasm, is oot religion : 
Enthusiasm 's a feverish, hectic glow, 
That clothes the mind with an unhealthy hue. 
And leaves it pallid aod worn, as the cheek 
Where late disease has dwelt. But Religion, 
Oh she 's beautifully mild ! Oh ! she 's e'er. 
Beaming, reftilgent, as the moon of life. 
For ever great and eloquent, yet soft 
And placid on her throne of light. Ah \ once> 
Hear heavenly mildness seemed within my heart, 
' In each picture of earlier age, her eye 
Bhedfi all the briUiftat s^e^^sft of Ha ray, . . , 
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OKI erety tint that forms tbe coldwed sceiie. 
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But T^sfWy I*ve lived, I've felt, IVe tiiougfat, and' 

erred; . 

1*1^ soii^ht for wisdom inftlie lieamed page. 
And only found — the poisonous monster doubt ! 
Oh! how the reptile fiend has reared his crest, 
And, with his subtle fluency, destroyed 
£^h dawning joy. Oh ! how my feverish head. 
With all its wild and restless power of thought. 
Has longed to stay its course, and rest again, 
ll^th all the calm of infancy, the trust. 
The confidence of hope. The sleepless hours 
Beguiled by hymns, hasten the tardy morn ; 
But the still nights in meditation passed, 
liVlthout th* idea that angels watch around. 
Are hours of joyless length ; and lead^like weigh 
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As cold death on the heart. But, these have been 

Distempers in my mind? belief has dosed 

But never ceased to be. 'Twas well among 

The many things that live, and wreck of naught 

But sensual joys or woes ; to die for them^ 

Is losing all : but^ e*en when music^s sounds 

Have wafted by, and every human pleasure seeme4 

Centered within th' illumined hall ; a cloudy 
Dark as if storms had joined in rendezvous 
In its wide flank, has floated 'twixt my gaxe 
And the gay scene : — and, many a bitter smile, 
I've smiled to mock their void grimace, and seem 
Happy as they ; when, in my bosom's core, 
A dreary, flowerless waste, life did appear. 



But this is past, why should I think it o'er ? 
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mie tempest breath ainedleth naught to raise^ 

From ashes eold, the dancing flame of fire : 
Perchance^ as time^ne^er weari'd, ui^e his steed^ /^ 
And ^vroeping morn, has spangled o'er the earth 
Through the l^evolving year with crystal tears, 
A.flowto may grow, and yerdatttturf bedeck 
The ashf-heap o'er : and heavenly dews, with moist 
May fertilize e*en th' ash-heap of the mind. 
All that has past, is past : round l^in*d towers 
Th* ivy branch can veil the darkened stone. 

And seam o*er the cleft wall: the whole scene, true, 

Is not the scene that was : but 'f is a scene ! 

m cease to weary every hour with dreams^ 

rn pray as when I prayed this morn, 

Tliose sullen moods that haunt my isofil, shall cease; 

A something, said it from wne ip Wfird ^If* 



99 Umi/fs of Rmetle. 

Oh ! for the flueat strength of solitude^ 
To raise t' immoftd wmlds the spirits soar \ 
lliere '• lome wiHiiii die vital throb and hope^ 
-9at 'iis that love and hope that ne'er can bloom^ 
When rooted in terrestrial mould. The love 
That 9weU8 man's breast so high, the wanderiag^ 

wish 
Of something purer, greater, lovelier, 
Than aught he Ibids below, betrays the exile 
From heav^y shores. There breathes an immense 

power 
Ql longing anxiety, a wish of change 
Haunting each breast, that none but God, can queU: 
Yet though he lures by every thing that *s great, 
We try of all, before we try of him ; 
Ambition, love, each passion in its turn, 
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TSOi found d^dent^ fonm the mark of hope ; 
All seraas Brpolar star, till oompMfl found 
It turns away, and points the heaT€inly guide. ' 
Buty Oht though it shines brigl^it, the waves rush 1^, 

The roaring winds swell high the tide of Hfe, 
And man must be the restless thing man is. 
While passions wild^ g^h through his breast and 

burst 
Each dam by reasonplaced. 'T availeth nai^ht ' 
To think and dream^ 'i anatomize my heiu^t. 
And count its throbs like this. — The day has passed. 
And o'er yon hills, behold, the travellers rest, 
The mighty travellers by God's orders called. 
Prom ocean's deep ! as weary of their course, 
Sedin'd, they, 're pillow'd on earth's mossy hiUs 
As on a couch^ while spirits curtain round * 
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The bleiidiiig9 purple^ mist of eve« The soil 
3till lingei^ on their glorious forms^ ftnd hushed 
He wayward ehiidreil of the air, the winds, 
Caf^rieious powers ! who with ycm giants dealt ^ 
As earthly tyrants deal with human toys. 
And, lo ! there shines ere^s solitary star, 
The herald of its glorious brotherhood ! 
Oh God I my heart is full ; the memories of 
Earth's joyful beauties, crowd within my soul ; 
The memories of man's agitated breast. 
His dreams divine, his perturbed, maddening dreamSy 
His greatness and his littleness, all crowd 
With tumult, in my kindling thought. I fain 
Would paint a magnificent scene ; but droops 
My pencil ; and 'mid the gorgeous colours 
Displayed on fancy's palette, there are none 
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Utat suit mine iaward thaught* . 



' * 



Tiine sweeps away^ 
Ay, om^potent time ! I am alone. 
The nigkt is silent as the grave^ the stars 
la erowded histre spaagle o'er the sky. 



And all seems great with mystery and God ! 

OJk heavens ! alonfe ! alone l^^^^th' echo repeats. 

And all again is hushed in sahle eahn ; 

Galm^ sci pawerful t* harangue to my soid ! 

Calm, that, to my listening ear, has had voiee. 

Eloquent as the thunder's rail, yet ealm 

So hreathles&i th^tt my beating heart, has seemed 



A loud diaturbanee in Its noiseless reign. 

And thousandii^ 4i^p» and hundreds gaze, as me> 

On thy pale br^y sa peni^itely divinoi 
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Queen of the nighl;, so radiantly soft 

Thy beams fall on mine eye, I feel 't has power 

To lull my wayward brain to sweet repose. 

The long tombed phantoms of my mind, arise 
And glide through memory by thy silver light ; 

True, they Ve as spectres moeking life ; but, yet^ 

There 's melancholy pleasure in the sight. 

And e'en a thought of thee, though not that thought 

Empassionately fond as it has been, 

Will cross my bosom's cell : and what thou wert 

And what thou 'rt now to me, seems all a dream. 

I see thee with thy noble brow, I see 
The lofty carriage of thy head, thy look. 
With all its power to scan through every mini, 
I see thy features proud contour, all, all^ 
Oh ! not thyself, but my chimera, see 
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Such as it once dwelled hallow'd In my thoughts. 



The sadness of my mind, as gloomy night 
Slow waxing into dawn, is mellowed now 
To melancholy's crepuscle. High ! great ! 
Fathomlessly so ! is tlif extended sky. 
Bended, in magnificent grandeur, o*er 

The silent deep ! Th* immensity of spaee 

Has not a sound, the spirit not a word. 

Yet, 'tis the hour that God, Eternity, 

The Soul, ( ay, e'en that soul that dwells in man ! ) 

Do correspond, through the wide realms of void. 

With eloquence, so loud, the mind's ear stuned 
Is struck with awe ! — Hark ! that sighless quiet. 
Has it not speech well chosen hy a God ? 



G 
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PART IV. 



I 've scaree a word to etch my fleeting thoughts ; 
They passiy they pass/and» ere I seke their fbrm. 
They 're gone/ and memory could but ill .retain 
The myriads that succeed, as fleet as they. 
Incoherent and restless, o'er the world 
And heainens immensity they wing their course. 
The feelings of a mortal's breast, feelings. 
Keen, w^ttshfiil, ias- quicfk penetration's eye. 



i 
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Alive to slightest smile or frowft^ are here ; 

And, yet, there 's settled ealm aiid pride, that 

scorns 
To mark, or care for aught that comes from man^ 



Oh powers divine ! the storms without, withiq^ 

That rack the heart ! is it a weary dream ; 

The fancies of a feverish head alqne, 

Or,' do they dwell within the human breast ? 

I 've felt a look, as pointed dagger, pierce 

My very soul! a careless word has been 

The subject of some hour's of woe, when none 

Have deemed what it to me eontwi'd. I ' ve felt, 

With lightening swiftness, every drop of blood 

Rush from my cheek and centre in my heart. 

Yet ne'er gave utterance to the slightest sigh $ 
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And, though my lip has trembled and turned pale, ' 

It only curled and settled into rest. 

And I have sat by him I JoTed, and felt 

That I could die^ with joy, for him, and y^t 

I Ve stilled each throb that cpuld my heart betray. 

And seemed indifferent, e*en more to him 

Ulan aught besides. I Ve fled the path he chose, 
I' ve smiled when he has bid adieu, and hid. 

Oh ! not through falsehood, but through dauntless 

pride, 

I 've hid the chains that bound my soul. My soul ! 
Oh ! 't has a bitter power to scorn itself; 
Oppressed beneath the combats in my breast, 
I Ve sunk upon my sleepless couch, my brow 
Has burned, and every feverish pulse has beat 

With hastened pace ; yet 'mong the wrangling:> 
powers, 
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A power has risen, and, contemptuous snui^ ; 
Ay, that within my very self, 't has smiled 



-■»■* 



flM 



The smile of scorn, upon my bosom's woe. "*' 

Oh ! to feel slave to passions we despise. 
Yet not feel strength to bid those passions- cease ; 
Fis wretchedness, beyond the reach of words. 
Yet, Wisdom, I have sought thee with the hope 
To woo thee to my mind's retreat, I Ve raised 
The daring, wish to heaven ; — Heaven ! who per- 
chance, 

Ne'er made thee for a mortal's gift ! 1 've fled 

The land, the skies, where passed my youthful 

dreams ;-^ 
The dark blue wave, heaved high its glossy breast^ 
And with that sigh it bore me from the shore ; 
'Twas but one float, yet 'twixt me and the shore, • 
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That oiiif ebb had placed a ^ph ! and now 

The noisy billows, roll their snowy foam^ 

And roaring storms, unheard by either land^ . . > : 

Can burst and fall o*er realms that lie between ! 

Aflfdy her^, in solitary thought, I ride 

The fleeting steed of time unto the grave ; 

We go with ^uicken'd pace, for sharp the spur 

That stimulates my life away ! — On ! on ! 
Thought is as restless as the tossing wares 
Thought furrows, in a day, the brow that Time 
Can faiTOW but with years. And, I have thought. 
Thought, jkUl my burning brain throbed wild and 

fast, 
Till daring fancy stayed, panting and spent 
In her vagabond flight, as some coursier. 
No reiui no curb, can arrest in his course, 

H 
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At last^ o'ereome, fallA breathless to the groottd. 



Welly the the lesson's great. Away^ search 06^' 
Seardhy till the limit 's found, and then. Oh tbeA ! ' 
The bonds of clay that stay the maddening mixidf 
Will tell aloud of thy presumptions tale, 

V. 

And make thee feel, the chain-bound slave thatf 
art; 

Return and bow before thy master's throne. 

He will forgive, foi^et ; sweet liberty 

Is surely promised on a future day ; 

• ' ' - • ■ . 

Laberty in those realms where all is great. 

Where all is pure, glory, love, eternal ! 

60 round and rouitd again th' extended ttMt 

Allotted for the mind's career, to that 

We still return : that thought, the drooping mind 
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Elates with heavenly bliss : 'tis a bright beam, 
That^ilds alike fiiturity for kings 
And for the simplest of the peasant tribe. 
T will ease the burthen of a weighty erown, 

T will lighten every manual toil, and smile 
In misery's meanest garb. And, that alone, 

Can sooth the bosom's aching void, can fill 
The longing, restless breast of man with that 

Worthy and vast enough for all its powers. 
Oh crazy mind ! when such thy future hope. 
When such the promise, not of man but God ! 
Why droop dejected under worldly cares ? 



But inconsistent as the wildest dream. 

Is that strange, rambling being, man : yet mauj 

'Mong all the works th' unfathom'd e'er performed; 

H 2 
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Stilly as the glorious fantasy of one^ 

Great, far beyond conjecture's flight, stands bigh 

Upon creation's pedestal : the crown. 

The noblest, last, of heaven's embodied thoughts. 

Oh ! see him with his lofty brow uprais'd. 

As well besorts the dreams that lurk beneath^ , 

Behold the radiance of the eye, there seems 

Eternity encompassed in its ray ! 

And aU the wandering wishes of bis soul. 

Each restless sigh that bids his bosom heave. 

All, shows him as a dawn to magnitude 

With which his mind is pregnant ; though infant 

Th' heirship of heai^en is pourtray'd in his look, . 

And shines as glorious halo round his head. 

Ah ! I had dreams, in ewly youth, of all 

That 's soft and sweet, within the human breast ; 
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AaA I have thought on God and man with that 

Enclosed within the bosom of my soul. 

That seemed like heavenly melodies of joy ! 

1 've thought myself th* exil'd from happier realmsr 
The pilgrim daily travelling towards home. 



And pilgrim sent by father's hand^ with all 

To render light the toils of pilgrimage. 

Tenderness, love, and hope t^ cheer the way. 

These thoughts haye with my girlish reveries. 

So blended with the future's hope-gilt hues, 

That e'en if visionary, I have sipped 

Of joys's most fragrant sweets. And, memory 

kind 
Illustrates her records with all the scenes 
That passed within my mind. Oh ! when the sky 
Has cloudless bent its splendid canopy 
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Above tibe plains of earth, all joyftd dad 

With undulating robe of jasper hue j 

I Ve felt my heart swell high within my breast, 

8w^ as if eherub's wings were eaged within. 

And love, and God, wooed them beyond theli^ 

bounds. 
Words then were cold, but music I did love. 
Love with the passion of my soul ! I Ve hung 
Upon the poesy of sounds, with that 
So softly fond, so far from earth uprais'd. 
That I have deemed my spirit ranged m reahns 
Where Heavens King, sits on his throne divine. 



Who ere has spoke the bosom's hallow'd dreams. 
The great, great, thoughts of wide fiifurity, ' 
With those of bliss, reUgiously fond. 
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That wing their hope^ f ar^ ^?1^9 on hive and God ? 



Oh ! they *re uilutter'd t and they dwell wilAin 
Bod^l^s seraphs of the midd. Musie^ 
And ittusie alone, nHth All its pow'ers great. 
To speak the passions of the sotd, can tell 

The tale-bf love ; and solemn in its SHreets, 
Vast, rich, with mental eloquence, still more I 
'T will breathe celestial immortality. 
Oh ! I have felt it, felt it in that dream 
Without the sleep that makes it all untrue. 
*T was in* those hours of early reverie 

That haunt the maiden's breast, when evety 

thoughty 
For one wiknown, yet even then bekrr'd, 
*Twines fond and true around this future gmde. 

T 

An^ when I Ve mused on love, and one bdov'd. 
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Its luxury of pleasure, I have deemed 
That prayer winged to eternity with him 

In whom each hope, each joy, with heaven, ale^ 
Is blended.— -—Oh ! those fathom'd scenes of Hfe, 

Brilliant in hue and by the future tinged> 

As verdant hills with radiant sun-beams light,- 

They, once, were deep within my soul. Bnt n&fnrp 

The lonely, solitary one, I muse, 

A living wreck of all my tombed self; 

True, the great thought of immortality 

Still gilds my bosom's dreams, but the cold world. 

With all its selfishness, as freezing blast. 

Has killed within the garden of my soul 

Each fragrant flower : and selfish too became, 

I ruminate within a woe-worn mind. 

Past hours of care ; while swift the present glides. 
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Away ! away ! oh to that swiftest stream ! 
Oh ! to that deep^ boundless, and unfathom*d 
Eternity ! what 's all the boasted height 
Of human thought ? 
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PART V. 



*[he sky is lowering as the brow of one 
prigantic, wrought to dark and furious ire ; 
The deep green wave, unting'd by sun beam's hue, 
In dingy gloom slow wmding to the shore, 
Seems as a serpent huge of circling length, 
In undulating pace stepless t' advance. 
With curling crest of snowy spray upraisU 
Conspicuous now, the distant sail unfurFd, 
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Far, wafited o'er a sable realm^ it eones 

In eokmra bright ; not so when sun gilt 

Is th' oceans humid brow, a ^tant dot, 

A speck, it bounds o'er wares of heavenly hiie. 

By contrast, dun to every hill and dell. 

Of gem-like lustre, formed by th' ebbing main. 

All on the creeky shore is hushed to rest. 

And but just moans th* expiring floats upon 

The stony bo8om*d roek : a calm pervades 

The cloudy curtain'd earth ; creation, hushed. 

In silent awe, awaits the coming storm. 

It comes not with a giant's step^ but since 

Slowly the distant east through vapoury veil 



Dimly foretold the mom, the sleepy wi 
Have lulled themselves to rest^ and sig^dess in 
Their hidden cave^ repose. Cloud afiber eloud 
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Has weaiy^ crept along to jc^ yon mass 
Of anger feeding look : such, in the breast 
Of dire reyeBge, each slight offence does add 
Its angry cloud to all the gathering storm. 
But ttow the distant mass, advancing fast, 
Seems, with the rumbling of the thunder's roll. 
As th* onward coming car of God in ire. 
Quick travelling through the air. 



Ah! 
I Ve watched the tempest come and go, and seen 
The dark waves roll in mountains to the shore ; 
But what in that ? the strife of elementi$. 
The noisy din of winds and thunder's roar. 
And the loud voice of cataract that fall^^ 
Headlong, within the enlvails of the earth 
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All those are scenes weU smted to the mind 



. ' f 



In passion's waywcurd'honr ; they fill the Toid, 
The nothingness, that seems to dwell around ; ' ' 
For the wide world; has naught of sympathy ; 



And stormy winds, and tossing waves, do' seen 
As friends' congenial to the woe worn sovd* 



• * r 



But now, that all is calm within my breast. 
That I have felt my share of inward strife. 



' . I 



And, turned to realms of wider flight, my mind 
Seeks refuge in the bosom of my God. 
The frowning tempest with its glance of fire 
Is now, no more the pictured metaphor, ' 

To paint mine inward dreams.^— My mind. grow9 
wQak:- . - 

I Ve tasted joy and woe, until they 've lost 
All taste unto the palate of my soul. ; - ^ 
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I Ve slcken'd 9'er nay OTf a delights, ^d dr^nlc 
T%' i^bsinthii^ted pup of if 1^5 until 
Its very bitterness bad uq mpre ppif ^r. 
I 've felt tbe ^eetiag Uoup^ Ifig -^ps^fHy^ 

My mul has koown no r<93t Tdtbiff ber fif^e, 

jBut peacele^Sf flas]^ed berself again$t fits bf^rjSf 
As frepdofn^ Ipvjing bi^j^^ until o'ercomp^ 
With bloody breast it fell.-rA^^ F.^^t^ ^f %** ? 
My heart if dull^ ^ut> ?9\ight of Ij^een ffslt wge 
Is there, and all my cares are far gone by : 

The world I 'ye hatied. hated in that hour 
I should have lov^d !^r-I 'ye loathed the very 
smile 



I t > « . »" 



Thid; ishpne with seeming love upon my look ; 
Suspicion, lijkie sm hidden fiend^ has stolen 
Within jny very soul, rr-^ within my soul ! 

K 
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That, like the joyful, soaring lark, once rose 

On rapture's wing, at sound of sweet toned lyre ; 

But that soon passed, for dreams of love and joy. 

Can only live where lurking thought dwells not. 

Thought seeks, reveals, the mechanism of deeds^ 

The hidden springs that move the restless throng. 

And joyless truths arrive ; we loath them, yet 

Eager of its own misery, the mind 

With keen glance hurries on : illusion flies. 

Ungrateful guest, alas ! to ne*er return 

And lull again the heart she sang to rest 

With her soft lullaby : deceive she did, 

But who has not prefer'd her smile, though false. 

To th' iron frown of truth : for truth's the word. 

The sound we utter forth t' express that hour 

Of bitterness that comes, when falls the veil 
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Of golden tissue, spread o'er human things. - 



Alas ! for dreams and fancies wild as mine \ 

To think, to feel, and hurry o'er life's page 

In search of some grand scene that pictures forth 

* 

The glonous child of an immortal God, 
The glorious king of Eden's lovely bowers. 

And only find ; why still a glorious thing. 

But not that early, magnificent sketch 

By fancy's master pencil wrought. Ah ! why ? 

I Ve nursed that fadry power within, until 

She has the reins, that reason should have held. 

And the wild steeds to thought's light chariot 

chidned, 
Haye had their will of restlessness fulfiU'd : 
Away ! away ! no curb to stay their course, 

K 2 



m HowM iBf Reverie. 

More flert in thought^ still urge them on — away ! 

The mind^ that active poe^y within^ 

So great| sp full a source of hufiiaii joy I 

Alas ! outwears itself: to watch the hearl 
llepart from youth, is much as lingering, on 

The spot where one belov'd did si^, ^^ adieu ! ** 
How fast space spreads between ! and yet, we see 
And mark the step, the well known image still 
The eye pursues, but fainter, weaker, grown 
At last, to one dim shape, 'tis more in thought 
Than sight the vision dwells. With memory, true^. 
The heart's own telescope, the distant scene 
Once more appears as if 't were still as near : 
But memory, as another fancy, is 
Short in her spell ; when falls the telescopCj^ 
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The void around^ ihe Hfeless^ sildfit void^ 

Heaves with a weary sigh the lonely breast. I 



From whence all this ? Oh ! nurse the babe Wttfa 

songs 
Of Heaven and God ; Oh ! guide t* immortal worlds 
His soul and love ; by deeds and precepts telly 
That, banish'4 from much purer realms, he's come, 
An instant come, to share the ills to which 
AH human things are doomed : speak not of bliss. 

But as the beam of aster ever crossed 
By many clouds, huge in their sable crowd ! 
Ay,,darU# and evter driven by stormy blast. 
Just such as hurries forth man's baric upon 
life's troubled wave. Then gentler strain pursue, 
Feed hapb with joys that dwell beyond the grave, 
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Joys promi&'d by th* Eternal One above* 



Now loudly, o'er my dreaming broW) the storm 
Has like a mighty giant strode along ! 
And o'er yon hills, as weary of the strife 
And lulled to rest, is heard the thunder's snore. 
Oh ! nature^ in her very hour of woe, 
1^ fair and great, and fluent in her lay 
Of one on high. I 've listened to her song 
When night has cast her sable curtains round. 
And, risen from their rest, the rushing winds 
Have hurried o'er the wave : and where to fly ? 
The spirit's wandering dream, would fainly deem. 
From hidden realms they came to hasten forth 

In wide Eternity. And, as the light zephyrs 
Have whisper'd when the rosy morn appeared. 
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Again I Ve heard, though in a lighter mood, 

Her soften'd lyre ; and then, as in her hour 

Of deep and graver thought, eaeh sound has been 

* 

Imbib'd in love and praise, of him who formed 
Her glorious brow, so gorgeous and so fair. 
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I know Qotf Imt my pulse beats quicker now 
Than e*er it has *mong all my feverish dreams ; 
My heart) my void and sieken*4 heart, resumes 
It 's restless, weary throb : my mind 's awake 
And in me on the watch : with ardent gaze. 
As speculating fiend, 'tis keen, intent, 
On all my feelings as they pass and reel 
Within my breast. O heavens ! the past retuniy^ 

L 2 
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And every thought which took its birth therein. 
Is v6nglmg 'mong the chequered throng : I see 

My hours of woe, the transient madness of 
My thrill of bliss, all blended in within, 

^ > . , • • ■ r " * * -.*- 

' ' '■ » 

And my head bums, and aches; yet there 's ia 

that 
Naught that abates the inward strife of thought, 
I think, — I think, and from my heart springs flow, 
A thousand streams, since long I 'd dAcnned alli 

scorched. 
Or wasted in their thoughtless course uppn 
The thirsty sands on which they wUdly flowed. 
Ay, my heart's core was full of M tifadEit mars 
That qui6t pea(», tide i|biet taste below : 
My soul did yearn for bright and brillll^it things^ 
Aifd, piid^pitatiii^ 3vdth her dream of bliss, , . 



' V, 
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O'er life's dark wliTe in ft4ry>ark did hniBeh, «, 
Away ! oh ! when a babe, a child, I 'd visions too, j 
Visions far sweeter than my girlhood's dream. 
For they were of the God that watched and kept 
An eye of love around my childhood's haunts* 
But oh ! the heart, the vain or selfish heart 
Of man or woman in their riper hour, 
Wlien all within, without, glows with the joy^ 
The power of seeming greatness framed in self. 
Becomes ingrate ! the clear, keen thought, that 

burns 
Beneath th' unruffl'd brow, is one that 's full 
Of daringness and pride : and, the heart's tide then 
Is tost and bubbling, as a mighty sea, 

Greiit, in its very restl ess energy ! 

Great, though destructive in its wayward rush^ 
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And to a stony rock, each radiant float 

Is urged, alas ! to moan, to break, and die ! 



Great God, forgive ! but how I We erred fin^ 

sought - . 

For other joys than those thou woo*st me to,. 

My night's dream, and my morning thought, have 
been 

Luxuriant climbers around a frail reed, 
^Vhen thou, as lofty cedar from the brow 
Of its own native mount, as giant raised, 
Did'st stand, a glorious prop that would have borne. 
The frail plant on thy vigorous trunk, that ne'er 
In roughest gale did bend. Great *God, forgive ! . 
Thy bosom would have calmed my, feverish head,^ . 
And oft my better self has rested, there, 
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^^nt eacfa wild inmate of tbe human breast, 
P^Has in me bad a voice ; deluded, I 
|nIaTe listen'd and have thought happiness dwelt 
1^ Where it was not. I Ve watched thyglorious stars 
Pt When my heart throbed and ached ached not 

• with woe, 

Bat with the shock of much contending thought. 
With many feelings undefin'd, a |iun 
Arising from a spring unknown, as if 
Pwere a part of life's essence thus to sigh ! 



I the fluent gems of yon dark skies, 
udded )>)- thine own great hand, I've watched 
r the still slnmliers of this earth, and deemed 
t glowed with some great, unutter'd thought 
It in their raduut gaze : 
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Albeit, my soul still felt a restlessness. 
Yet my converse with thy beauteoufi works 
Has given me transient peace. But peao9 I 've 
loathed; - 

The calm, the quiet, I Ve lpok«4 00 witiia some- 
That both partook of bitterness and scorn , 
They err not, true, but oh ! to me, their brow 
Is the heartless throne of cold indifference ; 
Their grief is not empassion*d in its 'plaint. 
Their love is quiet as an infant's sleep. 
Ay, it knows not those long and weary hours. 
That, as they pass, bring much unto the heart 
Like care and woe, but still that leave their ekanii ; 
So witfh a deep wrought power possest, that those ' ^ 
Who once have drank its goblet, thirst for more. 
So true it is that woe was made a draught ' 



Hours of Reverie^ ^ 81 

On purpose for. the palate of man's soul^ 
Tint we loath not^ so much . as oft is deemed^ 
ItB bitterness ; and the same power that gives 
A eharm to gloom, and to the dangerous sport, 
Moi^ pleasure of high rdish than pursuits . ' ; 
Where all is Smooth and dangerless, can give. 
A melancholy pleasure to. that hour, 
When raven-like, the soul o'er care's abyss 
Hovers and feeds on human miseries. 
But God forgive ! for those may be wild thoughts. 
Arising from a mind that can think now 
But little. I 've analyzed and watched my heart 
TiU my mind's eye hath grown weak in its sight. 
And all is ^m. I 've sinned^ — \ — -presumption, 
pride,, 
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Have led my soul astrayj but in themselves 

They Ve borne their punishment, for they are 



* ■ 



guests 

That prey upon the heart, and gnaw the eore * ^' 
In which they formed their nest. My heart was 

foil 
Of tenderness and love, and thou didst claim 
Much of its loving powers. But I 've bestowed, 
Profosely, lavishly bestow'd, its care 
O'er things and dreams of earth : for fancy decked 
Its many hills, and softly bended slcies. 

With fairy dreams of all that 's blithe and sweet. 

But that is past, tis shrouded in my heart, 
Ay, dead and motionless, as yon dark rock,^ 
On which the waves do strangely moan and break. 
E'en as my thoughts do fall and murmur, on 
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The early tomb of all my cherish'd hopes. 

But this is selfish^ and Fd fain become ' 

More wise and passionless than I hww bemi. 

Hie world,-^the gay^ the. thoughtless, heartless 

throngs , . •* J iv I . 

Mine egotism would, shun ; hut I have prayed. 
Much prayed, and I *11 exile myself again 
Into the, wilderness of men, for, there. 
Thou poii^st stiU^^that for my heart, remain 
Some duties to perform : though 'tis a void, 
A waste to me, m<N*e lone and solitary ' 

Than this wild coast, where naught of sound is 

heard. 



^ f . 



But thc^ Waves murmur, or the sea fowl's shriek ; 
For foncy, though we deem her fires quenched,^ 
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Dbth Doarish in tbe heiek graand of hev tiKragiH^ 



• • ■ 
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A vision^ for the lonely heart of one^ . 

Hiongh far away, and e*en unknown, that lives . 

Thi embodied image of those things the heart 

Must ever love and cherish in Within* 

But ii^ the multitude that vision flies. 

For there»'with truth's cold rigour, frowns a thrbng: 

Who give the lie to faney's splendid dreiun : 

And the soul juckens, thus to be alone 

Amid a host of beings of same birth. 

Round whom she 'd fainly twine with all her love^ - 
That solitude 's without a spell^ while this, .*- 

With its star-studded skies, o*er the great deep 
So magnificent in their gracious bend. 
Its )^pk diirk bosoni*dj and its shore peopled > 
With tall furs, who, in stately grace, do bow 



And <ioi^ tlk6 sdPt wtftre^in it« iiDelodjr, 

Is full of many toinstrels to my soul, ' 

Who sing and soothe in their wild lullaby. 

... - ■,,-.i 

■t 

But still I will away j for I have sou^t 

To hear the voice of truth, with wisdom's itttrb 

I fam would stay, the wUd steed of my thou^L 

I fled a world I loathed^ hut solitude, - 
Though oft 'tis deemed, the nurse of hate is not. ' 

My mind e'er was a restless, wayivard thing ^ 

Perchance,, it 's still the same ; but I. do see 

Myself andothersina truer lights 

And ^'er Uie ruin of degraded, itian;. 

Once such a dwtk and piteous Bight, on whi^h ' / 

My soul, yrit^ bitterest feelings, e*er would dweil> 
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Now playB a sunbeam ; and with glorious hues 
The dark stone of the fallen pyramid is tinged. 



Well, thou my father and the mighty God, 
Whose eye reviews the inward thoughts of man^ 
With that same placid gaze, as yon stiU moon^ 
So tranquil shining o'er those tossing waves ; 
Be thou my great and mighty prop, be thou 
The future star and guide of my lone bark 
O'er this the stormy ocean of my life ; 
And I will fill my bosom's void with love. 
Ay, love immortal, as thy glorious name ! 
I *11 quench this thirsty lip at thine own source, 
I '11 feed this famish*d heart with food from thee, 
And lie me down in.peace to take my rest^ 
When thou, O Lord ! wilt call, wilt bid me come. 
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And, dove-like pinioned, on her new-born wing^ 
My soul, with joy, will raise herself, at last, 
No more exil'd, to her own native skies. 
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CONCLUSION. 



A pale, a dreaming girl, she wander'd forth 
Amid the whirl and noise of human things ; 
Her woejs unutter*d, but a world of thooi^lit 
Beaming within her keen, deep, searching eye. 
She smiled not, frowned not, and her brow was 

calm, 
lliough much of gone-by storms was wfitten tberdt. 
Her lip was quiet, but its shape belief ' f 
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The rest in which it usually was closed ; 

T was soft and delicate^ and may Ve been termed 

Childlike^ almost, in its small lineaments : 

But who had watched what played around its bend. 

Felt many things lie buried in her breast 

Of which it gaye intimate, but no more. 

Her eye, if firamt^d beneath some hoiary locks. 

Would have been feared and shuned, but few 

Deemed that its youthful glance at first sight 

scaned. 
Through 1^4!B^^ mizmaze of their heart, and saw 
How oft the eye belied the «poken thought. 
And she did m^trk^ and thinks and think AgAia ; 
Her mindik^ toyed with the various features of 

The maske^-manners of this our World's wide stagd^ 
AMd man tile ^at tenniiitor t>f hilm^ 



-> 
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The great and glorious theme of her young dream. 
At last she knew to he — the thing man is ! 
Sad knowledge ! to all hearts too sadly taught ! 
Y^ that all learn^ must learn, and learn to weep ! 
Tall cypress, a dark shade it spreads around 
The tomh of early hopes ; and 'neath its shade, 
Down memory's urn the warm tears trickle fasti 
For though Our joys at*e sleeping in their bier^ 
That living bier, ay, man's own bosom's core ; 
The soul to her lonie ehambers will retire. ^ 

Mourn o'er the grave-stone of het m^nfaliHn^ babes* 
And pillo'w into test hbr feVierish brow 
On the cold marble of their tofl^b^ ■'^, ^ ■ 



She nought. 
And soughjyto cisrfo her mind down J;o ibe caiman . 

t 



94 Haurs of Reverie. 

Of quiet and content ; and many a woe 

Of misery aind pain, with bounteous hand/ 

She secretly reliev'd, while to the skies 

She 'd point th' ambitious mind, and make it £eel 

That naught below could satisfy the soul 
But hope of immortality : and 't was 
The firm belief of her high soaring mind. 
Though mighty storms had led her heart astray. 



.'*. 



A few years past away— and on the spot 

Where she hid lived in solitude and thought^ 

The dark waves murmured still : and near the shore 

A gentle hillock, in the verdant turf, 

Rose and wa$ crowned with a pale marble urn. 

No name was traced, no date of month, or year^ 

But there reposed the one wjiose life didyasii 



' * V. 
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In much of feeling, and still more of thought. 
She slept the sleep that all must sleep ere long ; 

At last was rent the chain that linked her soul ; 
And, roving on celestial wing, in its own home, 
The sweets of calm and peace at last enjoy'd. 



** 
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Hark ! that sighless quiet 
Has it not speech, well chosen by a God 2 

True, there is poetry, a«d eloquent poetry, in the high 
winds and melancholy murmur of the waves. We Kstea to 
them, and they seew to possess sympathy with that within^ 
which is as the torrent's voice in the grotto of the soul ; the 
deep, deep, current of feeling that, ever restless, flows in the 
human hreaat But loten to calm, midnight, star-studded 
midnight^s voiceless calm, and no earthly feelings will awak- 
en, but «we will pervade the mind, and Gdd'a wlusper will 

o 2 
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reach through the immensity of space. There is sometldiig' 
ao great in 'silence^ and so closely linked is the idea of peace 
to the passionateless magnitade of Divinity's repose, thai, 
I think, nothing in nature impresses us with a more vest idea 
of the one Inunortal, than the still, wind-hushed hour ef 
night, with the pale lustre of her crescent gem in all its flu- 
ent heauty placed on her sahle hrow. The pagans had a 
God of silence, hut the attitude in which it was represented, 
conveyed not the idea of the silence here meant : the fiagei^ 
on the^lip said, ^^hreathe not the secret of thy frjend V* If it 
were posnhle to personify the silence I mean, it should seem 
to say, *^ Hark ! that is the whisper of thy Ood ! " 



Bat solitude, 
Though oft *tiB deemed, the nurse of hate is not, 

I think, it is often a mistake to amiex the idea of nisaii-' 



^impliy, with the solitary masiagB of a recline. For my 
pKTty I would recommeud isolitude to a misanthrope, thinking 
kone of the sarest oteans to win him hack to society : sorely 
the survey of the magnificent domain Grod has created for 
man, and the lonely, converse of the soul, with all the great 

things that surround us, can hut inspire elevated notions of 
the one for whom all those things were created : and then^ in 
tiie many hours of thought, from which the mind of the 
solitary derives a more elevated tone, conscience will show- 
that hatred is not wisdom ; particularly, as, hy the manner 
in which I interpret the word misanthrope, I think it often 
hecomes the appellation of minds endowed with the most 
nohle feelings of humanity. The dictionary explains the 
word, *^ a hater of mankind ; " and from what little know- 
ledge I have of the human heart, and of those having, that 
chaxacter that I have met wUk during the course of iny ei- 
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iBieme, abort it is true, but lo winch the 9jt of o l n mnwli m^ 
bat slept bat little, I vroald explain it, Ibe moimiiii^ lofer 
of bmnanity : ay^ the weqnnf , self-exiled, ^m the bosotfi 
of his love, because, alas ! that loved one em, and, hXia^ 
from the altar in his breast, the fondness of his soul is turned 
to hate. 1 begin to seek poetry and passion in the rery bit* 
temess of that man's smile ; how bright, how full of love, 
truth, virtue, must have beeo the first dreams of his heart ! 
how brilliant (though, it may |i>e, far frcHn reasonable : for 
there is one kind of reason that can be but the fruit of expe- 
rience,) must have been hb illusions ! for the world to have 
offered such a bitter contrast to his own innate feelings, sore- 
ly those were pure, almost divine. Often, then have I 
thought that none more than the youthful, gifted hearty wns 
susceptible of misanthropy. When more advanced ia life, 
we take things Biore quietly, and reconcile ourselves t# what 
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we cannot alter, perhaps, because we become mon^ accustom- 
ed to it, or else because we ourselves imperceptibly, in our 
intercourse with the world, take to some of those notions 
that once excited our disgust. 



THE END. 
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